450         THE  PAGEANT  OF  THE  YEARS
that there were smouldering fires of passion underneath the surface of
Belgian life. One young man spoke to me about the King.
"He is no good to us."
"Why not?" I asked.
The young man shrugged his shoulders.
"He is a Flamagand. He is pro-German. He is anti-democratic."
There was a political crisis. Monsieur Pierlot was trying to form a
new Government. There was a party of Fascists called the Rexists who
were menacing. The Left was making trouble. But I have forgotten the
details of this political storm.
We had a pleasant dinner party of about eight people and soon
afterwards young King Leopold arrived accompanied by one of his
gentlemen. He was in evening clothes and seemed to me an attractive
young man with a very quiet way of speech and a touch of shyness. He
spoke perfect English without accent, having been to Eton as a boy.
Hb shook hands with everybody, and talked to Agnes for a little while.
Then he came and sat down beside me and told me that he had read
some of my books and would be glad to have a conversation with me.
I have forgotten how it started but very soon he mentioned the
political crisis in Belgium.
"It's all very difficult. I am above all parties, but I am the target of
criticism from all sides. I only want to be fair to all sides. The Walloons
think I am favouring the Flamands, because I think they have not had a
fair deal. It is rather like the situation in Ireland where there are two
different races always hostile to each other."
Presently he talked about the Spanish Civil War and the hatred
between the Italians and the Germans who were fighting as volunteers
on the side of Franco.
"They have to be kept apart," he told me. "The Germans despise the
Italians and the Italians detest the Germans. When Hitler went to
Rome to see Mussolini the Italian people had to be ordered to cheer.
It was all a farce."
He did not seem to like Mussolini or the Italians and I remembered
that his sister was the Crown Princess' of Italy, and was surprised that
he spoke to me with this candour.
"The situation in Europe is very perilous", he said. "It's all boiling
up to something very unpleasant."
"Do you think there will be war?" I asked.
He smiled and shrugged his shoulders slightly,
"Who knows? But I can tell you one thing for certain. There will not
be a war for six months."
I raised both hands slightly.
"Six months? Can't it be six years?"